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A newbaladeofthe woꝛthy ſeruiceof late 


doen by Mailter Strangwige in fraunce, and of his death. 


gland hath loft a Soldfour of late 
* Pho Strangwige was to name: 
Although he was of meane eſtate 
Bis deedes deſerued fame. | 


( Foz as the Plowman plowes þ groũd 
And topleth to til foz cone: | 
So Strägwige ſought a deadly wound 
Koz Bꝛittaine where he was boꝛne. 


¶ In deede of birth he was bozne bace 
Although of wozlbipful kyn: | 
In pouth he ſought to runne the race 
Where he might pꝛowes wen. 


¶ In bis rong yeares he walked wyde 
And wandzed ort a tray: 
Fo: why,blynd Cuptd did him guyde 
Co walke that wyldſome way. 


¶ hus here a there J wot not where 
De ſounded where to ryde: 
But happy bauen he found no where 
Noz harbour ſoz to abyde. 


CBut when he had the courſe out run 
here Py2aces pꝛict the Carde: 
Twyſe at the leaf, he thought vndone 
Ind looked foz his rewarde. 


(Fos by legall lawes he was condemd 


Pet Mercy bare the mace 
Ind tn reſpect he wold amend 


Pe found 3 Pꝛinces grace, 


¶ Ind in that ſtate he bowed to G 0D 
And to his righteous Queene: 

De wold nomoze dete rue ſuch rod 

Noz at Juſtice barre be ſeene. 


Che thus contented koꝛ a whyle 
And laughed Foꝛtune to ſcozne: 
Cpl weeds did wozke by ſcubtil guple 
Co ouergrow the cozne, 


¶ Ind then occaſion ſerued ſuf 
Chat Marttall men muſt trudge: 

De vaunced himteite with valtaunc luf 
Co go he did not grudge, 


Chat al Idams kynd doth call: 
Agatnſt whote fozce map none pꝛeuayle 


(Ind to the ſea he ſought a charge 
Where he might take his chaunce: 
Ind there wich ſpꝛed his (aples at large 
¶ Ind done by a warlpke towne 
Where municion lap a land | 
ſpopld and cut their chaynes a down 
nd paſſed by Crong hand. 


Cwuohere as he caught a deadly wound 
Bet his courage neuer quapied: 

But as he had ben ſafe and ſound 

On his wap fozth he lapled. 


¶ Ind paſled thzough euen to that poꝛte 
here he vowed to arpue: SO 
Ind ſtyl he did his men coumklozt 
And courage did them gene. 


CThen A TR OP OS did him aſſaple 


But ſubiect to him all, 


( Chis lite ( he) which was me lent 
om iudgement ſeat in perrill: 

came with heart fo; that entent᷑ Fs 
To ſpend in my Nueenes quarell, # 


CTherfoze this debe here wil pap 
This lite which is not mine: 
O Loꝛd recepue mp ſpirit to fop 
Chat by Chꝛiſtes death is thine, 


(7 Ill Subſects now, loke and fozeſec 
That to trade the warres pꝛetend: 
Offendours eke(if any there bee) 

Manke pe no woꝛſe an end. 


¶ Impꝛinted at London by Tlerander 
Lacy fo: william Owen, and are 


to be ſold at the little Mop at 
thenozth doze ok 
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